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А learned and brainy Geronimo's sister and 
mouse; editor of special correspondent at 

The Rodent's Gazette The Rodent's Gazette 





Trap Stilton Benjamin Stilton 
An awful joker; A sweet and loving 
Geronimo's cousin and nine-year-old mouse; 
owner of the store Geronimo's favorite 
Cheap hunk for Less nephew 
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SWEATING LIKE 
A SPRINKLER 


It was a 20762914 summer afternoon. 

I was in my office sweating because the air 
conditioner was broken and . . . Oops, where 
are my manners? I didn't introduce myself. 
My name is Stilton, Geronimo Sillon. 1 
run The Rodent's Gazette, the most popular 
newspaper on Mouse Island. 





Anyway, as | was saying, it was HOT іп 
my office. I tried to get C00! by... 
@ Turning the fans on HURRICANE 
strength. 
(2) Wrapping my head in a bandanna 
packed with ісе. 
б? Sticking my tail in my Minifridge. 
Nothing worked. I was still sweating like 
a sprinkler when I heard a knock at the 
door. Then the door FLEW open and in 
walked my friend Petunia Pretty Paws. 
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YOU SHOULD HAVE 
COME WTH ME! 


“Hi, G! I was in the neighborhood and 
thought Га stop by,” Petunia squeaked. 
“I just got back from an awesome trip to 
Antarctica. I was filming a documentary 
on penguins. They were so incredibly © 00 . 


You should have come with me!” 
Here’s something you should know about 
Petunia: She is the most FASCINATING 








rodent I have ever met in my life. She is 
and Smart, and she Cares 

deeply about animals and nature. 
Now, here's something else you should 
know about Petunia: I have a Crash on her. 


Too bad whenever l'm around her, I turn 
into a bumbling fool. I trip over things and 
mix up my words. One time I even fell offa ..., 
ladder when she waved to me. |............, : 


. 
ee? 
РІ. 


Some day ГЇЇ tell Petunia how much I like 
her, but for now it's TOP SECRET! 47: 


Just then I noticed a ИІН on top of `..." 


my desk. It was a photo of my cousin Trap, 
my sister, Thea, and me when we were kids. 
Every year we'd go on vacation to the Bay 


of Whales... 999. 2 





“Ahem, Nepunia, I mean, Petunia, I was 
wondering if you'd like to take a trip with me 
to the Bay of Whales,” I squeaked. 

I held my breath. Would she say yes? 

“A trip? To the Bay of Whales? Га Lave to!” 
Petunia answered. 

I was thrilled. I pictured the two of us 
lounging on the beach or taking a stroll in 
the MOOMIgNE after dinner. 

Maybe Га even find the courage to tell her 
how much I liked her. 

I was about to tell Petunia more about the 
Bay of Whales when I realized she was on 
the phone. 

“Bugsy? It's Aunt Patty,” she said. “Great 
news! С invited us to the BEACH! Yes, I’m 
sure he'll bring Benjamin... .” 

I bit my tongue. Rats! 

How could I tell Petunia I had a crush on 








her with Bugsy around? Do you know Buffy 
мифу? 

She’s Petunia’s niece, and boy does she live 
up to her name. She is always bugging me 
about something. 

I closed my eyes. I could just hear her on 
the beach. 

"Uncle С, would you carry my beach ball? 
Uncle G, would you build me a sand castle? 
Uncle G, would you help me fly a kite?” 

Holey cheese . . . | was exhausted already! 
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HIGHWAY ROBBERY! 


I decided to make the best of it. After all, the 
Bay of Whales would still be beautiful even 
if Bugsy was there. Plus, I could really use a 
vacation. 


I picked up the phone and called 
WHALES амо Tails BY tHe Sea. 
I couldn’t believe I remembered 
the number after all these years! 





Whales and Tails was a charming, 
SPARKLING CLEAN hotel with a 
fabumouse view of the bay. 

It was run by a kind old lady named Miss 
Sweetcakes. 

A GRUFF voice answered the phone. 

"Whales and Tails! How many in your 


party?” the voice demanded. “Hurry up, I 
don't have all day!” 

I was dum fou nad. 

“Is Miss Sweetcakes there? D-d-did 
something happen to her?” I stammered. 

The mouse huffed, “Listen, FWRBRAIN, 
do you want to book a room or what? Come 
on, make up your mind! Time's ticking!” 

What a RUDE mouse. He really needed 
to work on his phone manners. Maybe I could 
introduce him to my friend Penelope Perfect 
Posture. She taught a class on eliquelte at 
the New Mouse City College. 

For now I said, “My name is Geronimo 
Stilton and there are four 








of us. Two adults and two 
mouselets. Га like to book 
this weekend. By the way, 
HOW MUCH is it per room?" 


y шу, 
ууй a ЁЁ шшщ 


For some reason this made the mouse 
SnicKer. Then he asked me what kind 
of work I did. When I told him I was the 
publisher of The Rodent's Gazette, he let out 
a low whistle. 

"Publisher? Of the Gazette?" he asked. 
"You must be rolling in dough! For you, every 
room will cost...one thousand dollars a 
day!" 

My eyes POPPED out of my head. Well, 
OK, they didn't really pop out of my head, 
but you get the idea. I was shocked. 

That was highway robbery! 

Still, I didn’t want to look like a 
BREA ROMO in fron of Petunia, so 
I gulped and said, “OK.” 


How map 
ЭУ іп Your party?” 
Murry up, I don't have all day!" 
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A SMELLY DUMP! 


The next day, Petunia, Bugsy, Benjamin, and 
I left for the beach. As we were driving, I 
told Petunia about how beautiful the Bay 
of Whales was. 

But when we got there, I nearly cried. The 
Bay of Whales was a smelly dump! Ugly 
GRAY buildings crowded the E And 
dozens of factories spewed 5 mok е 
across the sky. & $ 

On the beach, papers and garbage littered 
the sand. And there were so many cars! 

“It looks like no one has been taking 
care of your beautiful beach, G,” Petunia 
fumed. “How could anyone destroy such a 


NATURAL WONDER?” 


We headed for our hotel with HEAVY 
hearts. 

From the outside of the building, everything 
looked just the way I remembered it. . . . 














WHALES AND TAILS 
BY THE SEA 


But inside the hotel, things were different. 
First, Miss Sweetcakes was not at the door. 
Instead, a gray rat with slicked-back fur and 
curled whiskers GLARED at us from behind 
the desk. He was wearing a tank top that 





looked like it hadn't been washed in months. 
I noticed a small nameplate on the desk. It 
read, Phineas Filthyfur: Manager. 

I was shocked. How could Miss Sweetcakes 
hire such a SURLY LOOKING rodent? 

"Well, do you have reservations or what?" 
Phineas squeaked. "I don't have all day!" 

I should have known. It was the RUDE 


mouse І had spoken with on the phone. 

I stepped up to the desk and was 
OVERWHELMED by the stench of onions. 
PHEW! What a stinky rat! 





“Um, yes, | am Geronimo Stilton. We have 
a reservation," I said. “But first can you tell me 
what happened to Miss Sweetcakes?” 

Phineas shoved a couple of room keys at me. 

“The old lady suffers from asthma because 
the air is so Pollu 2c. here. She doesn't 
run the place anymore. I’m in charge now. 
Sooner or later, she'll sell it to me,” he 
smirked. 

Poor Miss Sweetcakes! 

We went up to our rooms. | had room 
number 13. 

We quickly unpacked, put on our ba+hing 
51/45, and headed out the door for the beach. 

But Phineas blocked our way. 

"Stop where you are!" he said. "Pay up, or 
NO SWIMMING!” 

I was shocked to hear we had to pay to 
get on the beach. But I didn't want to look 


bad in front of Petunia. 

“How much is it?" I asked. 

Phineas had a SNEAKY smile on his 
snout. 

“That will be two hundred and fifty dollars 
per rodent!" he squeaked. 


I gasped. HOW OVTRAGEOVS! But 


I didn’t want to look bad in front of Petunia, 


so I paid. 
Oh, what a miserable vacation! 
As soon as we set paw on the beach, a 


lifeguard with HUMONGOUS muscles 









$250 $250 $250 $250 


dollars dollars dollars dollars 





strode up. He led us to our beach umbrella. 
Then he stuck out his paw, waiting for a tip. 
I opened my wallet halfheartedly and 
handed him some bills with a sigh. 
"That's it?" he complained Va ває ер. 
Everybody turned to look at us. 
I didn't want to look bad in front ЕШ 


of Petunia, so I handed him 
the entire wallet. <> 
Then I collapsed in a 


chair while Petunia, Bugsy, and Benjamin 
went for a walk. 


Oh, what а miserable vacation! 
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HE'S A MESS! 


Lulled by the sound of the WAVES, 1 
was about to drift off to sleep. But suddenly, 
three FRAIL voices woke me up. 

“It’s him, Gladys. 

“Are you sure, Mitzi?” 

“You ask him, Gertrude.” 

“Excuse me, aren’t you Geronimo Stilton, 
the bigshot newspaper mouse?” 

І opened my eyes. 

Three old ladies stood over me. 

“Um, yes, I’m Geronimo Stilton,” I said. 

“He's much better |OOKinS in photos, 
don't you agree, Mitzi?" the first mouse 
commented. 

"Oh, definitely, Gertrude," the second 
mouse said. “Look at his fur. It's all Anstted. 





And what's with his eyes? Are they crossed? 
What do you think, Gladys?" 

"Hes a mess!” the third mouse 
announced. 

I sighed. I felt a pounding headache 
coming on. 

“Sorry to disappoint you,” I said. 

I was about to close my eyes again when 
one of the old ladies pulled out a HUGE 
stack of papers. 

“Even though you're a mess, we still 
want your autograph. Can you sign one 
for each of us, and one for all our 
friends?” she asked. 

I gulped. 

If my eyes weren't crossed 





now, they would be by the time 
I finished signing all of those sheets. It would 
take me hours! 


But what could I do? After all, I am a 
gentlemouse. 

With a sigh, I bent my head and started 
signing. 

Oh, what a miserable vacation! 


OS signed and signed and signed and signed ... 


C signed and signed and signed and signed eee 


С signed and signed and signed and signed . 4. 


AS signed and signed and signed and signed +. 


AS signed and signed and signed and signed eee 


C signed and signed and signed and signed .. 


С signed and signed and signed and signed . 4. 


С signed and signed and signed and signed . 


A signed and s signed and signed and signed ... 


С signed and signed and signed and signed . 
A signed and signed and signed and signed eee 
A signed and signed and signed and signed ese 


су. signed and signed and signed and signed ... 


С signed and signed and signed and signed EP 


A signed and signed and signed and signed ... 


С signed and signed and signed and signed ... 
С signed and signed and signed and signed s... 
of. signed and signed and signed and signed "m 


AS signed and signed and signed and signed . 4 . 


С signed and signed and signed and signed s.. 


C signed and signed and signed and signed ... 
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HEY, UncLE G! 


After the busybodies left, I closed my eyes. 
Ah, at last — a little peaCe and quiet. The 
sun warmed my fur. And the sound of the 
Ocean waves was so telasing, I was about 





to drift off when a beach ball SMaCkeD me in 
the snout. 


Bonk! 


“Hey, Uncle G! Guess what Гуе got?” 
Bugsy screeched, waving a GAN. 
book in my face. Before I could answer, she 
continued, "It's the Encyclopedia of ors Н 





And Гт going to read them all to you. Every 
single one!” 

For the next hour, Bugsy forced me to listen 
to the most RIBIEULOUE jokes ever. By the 
time she was done I thought my head would 


Oh, what a miserable vacation! 








By midafternoon, Petunia, Benjamin, and 
Bugsy decided to go check out the hotel's 
game room. But I wasn’t budging. Тһе 
thought of hanging out in a noisy game room 


I looked in the bag and found a bottle filled 
with a STICKY liquid. 
1) I rubbed the liquid from the tip of my 
whiskers to the tip of my tail. 
2) I fell asleep in the sun for hours. 
5) I woke up with a horrible burn. 
4) I tried to get up, but I tripped and fell. 
5) I looked like a breaded mouse cutlet! 
I read the bottle. SLimy CHEDDAR STicks! 
It wasn't sunblock — it was Shampoo! 
oh, What a miserable vacation! 





How Sap! 


I decided to jump in the water to get the sand 
off me. As a young mouseling, I used to love 
Swimming in the beautiful blue-green 


water. 
I remembered fondly һом... 
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хе y lear waves TWINKLED in the li 4 


оќ s? 
е fres h breeze smelled 9 
, the seagulls flapped in the ЖУ. 


‚ала the whales LEA PED pag 


played on the horizon. 


Now, ugly trash floated here and there 
in the waves. The air STUNK of smog, and 
there were no whales in sight. 


How sad! 


GET YOUR CAMERA! 


I stuck a paw in the water. Frozen cheese 
puffs, it was COLD! I decided to skip the 
swim, but just then a wave knocked me over. 
It pulled me underwater. 

I was tossed around ... 


As I struggled to get to the top, I lost my 
bathing suit in the undertow! 

Holey cheese! How humiliating! What was 
I supposed to do? 





I thought and thought until at last | came 
up with a plan. I waited until the sun went 
QOWTL. Then I slipped out of the water. I 
found some seaweed that had washed up 
on the beach and WOVE it into a pair of 
swimming trunks. Then I SNUCK over to 
the hotel by going the back way, so no one 
would see me. 





When I got there, I waited until the 
doorman was busy before I grabbed 
the key to my room. 

Then I ran up the stairs, DOWN the 
hall, and STRAIGHT to my room. 

But just as | was about to go in, I heard 
three 

I cringed. Then I slowly turned around. 





It was the three busybodies from the 
beach! FLASH! 

“Do you see what he’s | | 
wearing, Mitzi?” one said. 

“It looks like Azaweed.,” 
said another. “What do you 
think, Gladys?” 

“Get your camera, Gertrude,” the third one 





instructed. 

Before I could protest, a bright FLASH 
went off. 

I hung my head. How embarrassing! 

oh, What a miserable vacation! 
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SEAWEED SWIM 
TRUNKS! 


The next day all the gossip magazines on 
Mouse Island showed a picture of me on the 
cover. Can you guess what I was wearing? 
Yup, I had on SE AWEEP swim trunks! 

Could things get any Wor$e? 

I went down to breakfast and there were 
the three busybodies. 

I tried to crawl under a table, but they 
started shrieking. 

"Look, everyone! There he is!" they 
shouted. "It's Geronimo Stilton! Where's 
your seaweed swimsuit? " 

Oh, what a miserable vacation! 

I was Purple with embarrassment. 

Petunia would never take me seriously 
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now. How could I tell 
her I liked her after this 
DISASTER? 

I was so upset I hid 
under the buffet table. But 
then my stomach started 
to rumble. The smell of 
HOT cinnamon rolls, jelly 
doughnuts, and cheese 
Danish made my mouth 
water. 

I couldn't stop myself. 
I popped up from under 
the table, grabbed a plate, 
and piled it high with 
all kinds of delicious 
breakfast foods. There were 
cheddar pancakes, waffles, 

mozzarella muffins, cheesy 


crepes, bagels, and French toast. 

While I was eating, I began to feel better. 
Maybe things weren't so bad after all. I tried 
to forget about my seaweed swimsuit and 
concentrate on something positive. Since 
it was our second-to-last day at the beach, I 
had booked tickets for us to go WHALE 
WATCHING. | couldn't wait. 


. . 
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I Was So EXCITED! 


Right then, Petunia showed up. When she 
saw my breakfast plate, she shook her 
head. 

"G, you ate too much," she scolded. "When 
you go on a boat, you can't OVEREAT.” 

It was too late. I was full to the brim. 

A few minutes later, we boarded а 
GLASG-bottom boat. It was amazi ng! 
We could see the fish as if we were right in the 
water! The boat went out to sea so we could 


get a better look at some WHALES. 
1 WAS SO EXCITED; 
Partly it was because we were going to 
see whales. But mostly it was because I had 
decided that as soon as we got out to open 


sea, I'd tell Petunia that I liked her. че 
Му paws were sweaty Т «е7 
My mouth was as dry as sand... ж 
Му whiskers trembled with nerves . . . 
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smart, 50 kin 


Being with you б reall ya 
fe" when we "е together. 


y Иокту wealher - 


your laughter 


You are 50 


treat. 


Wf e have fons of 


Even f us unde 
ule (5 like sunshine, 


Y gre 


Aour 3” 
like ca nd y , 
Hour fur ® still pretty eve” when itge” 
sandy. 
„dI hope 4? 







fe y you а 


Ho this реет ГА 


okay A 
© Y (е) f. tell you A like you more each 
pasing da y / 4) 







To be sure I wouldn't forget it, I wrote the 
poem on the palm of my PAW. 

Finally, we got to the high seas. Тһе 
waves pushed the boat Up and down. 


„дй down - - ү 


Petunia was below in her cabin. As I 
stepped down the small ladder, I felt my 
head spinning areund, areund, areund, 
areund.... 

It's because I'm so excited! I thought. 

When I got to the cabin, I felt a knot in 
my stomach. 

It's because Гт so excited! 1 той» 

My Кпеез were 
becoming Mush. 

It's because I'm so 
excited! | thought. 


Then, tomy HORROR, < 





адв zu 





I realized something else was happening. 

I wasn't excited. I was deadick! 

My fur turned green as a cucumber. 
My stomach lurched. 

Why hadn't I listened to Petunia's advice 
about overeating? 

Oh, what a miserable vacation! 


47, a 
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WHAT TO EAT AND NOT EAT 
WHEN YOU'RE AT SEA: 


Before boarding, don’t eat any heavy, fatty, or fried 

foods, as they’re hard to digest. During the trip, 

it's better to eat a light meal, or snack on crackers, 

bread sticks, or just plain bread. Don't drink too 

much and avoid fizzy beverages. Also avoid fruit 
juices and acidic fruit like oranges, lemons, 

> -бь and grapefruits. 







YOUR SMILE IS 
SANDY... 


By the time I found Petunia, my tongue was 
hanging out of my mouth and I was shaking 
like a leaf. I felt like a circus mouse about to 
fly out of a cannon. 

I clutched the POSE (and my stomach) 
and tried to recite my poem. But I was feeling 
so Awful I couldn't get anything right. 

"Your fur is gray... I mean, your smile 
is Sandy ... I mean, being with you is like 
stormy weather... ." I stammered. What 
a DISASTER: 

Then I remembered I had written the poem 
down on my paw so I wouldn't forget it. But 
when I looked at my paw, the ink was all 
SMEARED with my sweat. 





Meanwhile, Petunia was staring at me as if 
I had three tails. 

“Is there something you wanted to tell me, 
С?” she asked. 

I took a deep breath. 

“Petunia . . .” I began. 

But the NOISE of the boat's engine 
MUFFLED my words. 

So I tried again. “Petunia .. .” I began. 

But the boat started to ROCK under a 
passing wave. 

“Petunia...” I cried, before I raced out of 


her cabin. “| mM seasickl» У Q 


ge 


IT’S А WHALE! 


Up on deck I clung to the side of the boat. 
Everybody was staring at me, looking 
disgusted. I heard them murmuring 
among themselves. 

“It’s him again. The one with the teensy 
weensy seaweed suit.” 

“Yup, it figures.” 

“Did you see how he wolfed down the 
buffet?” 

“Look how sick he is. HOW REVOLTING! 
It serves him right!” 

oh, What a miserable vacation! 

Even though I was still feeling awful, 
I decided to join Petunia on deck. She 
was listening to the whales using a special 
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HOW ТО OBSERVE WHALES 





instrument called a hy drophone. 
Suddenly, on the horizon, we saw something 
shoot a stream of water into the air. Then 
it splashed the water with loud flaps of its 
tail. 

“Look, G!” Petunia shouted. “It's a whale! 
It's a whale!” She was so excited she jumped 
up and down, squeaking. 

Normally I love Petunia’s squeak, but today 
every time she squeaked, my head pounded 
and my stomach lurched. t 

She handed me the bincculaes so I 
could see the whales better, but I 


was too W@AK to hold them. Oh, 53 
when would this boat ride end? Е 








THERE ARE SEVERAL KINDS OF WHALES. ТО IDENTIFJ THE MOST 
COMMON SPECIES, ONE NEEDS ONLY TO OBSERVE ITS DIMENSIONS 
AND SOME VERY PARTICULAR CHARACTERISTICS. LET'S IDENTIFY 
THEM TOGETHER! 


Куси mes ... if you see a whale with a 
whale with a 

| tail with low and stumpy fin on its back 
یا‎ an with a hu its head 
irregular shape and a hump near its head... 
black and white coloring... 


і 4 | ... if you see а whale with a 
Tr ses a whale \ small, stumpy fin and a slightly 


with a wide, = Y round point on its back... . 
fat, slighty NIE 
V-shaped tail V— MÀ — 


... if you see a whale with a 
triangular or rounded hump 
instead of a dorsal fin . . 





. if you see a 
whale blowing ( >) 


a thin, vertical, | 
column-like jet 
as p as 39 


, » + if you see a whale 
blowing a low, dense 


jet projected 


forward and E 
slightly to M 





ЕМ 
A MYSTERIOUS 


SHADOW IN 
THE NIGHT 


We finally returned to shore. I was so 
happy to be on dry land! 
After dinner, I asked Petunia to take a walk 





on the beach with me. 

I was looking forward to a nice peaceful 
stroll in the moonlight. But Bugsy insisted 
on tagging along. She dragged Benjamin with 
her. 


We were only walking for a few minutes 
when we spotted a MYStePi0OUS SHADOW 
in the night. 








Was it a shipwreck? 


Or an alien SPREESHIP? 

Or a mouse-eating sea monster? 

Then I heard a sound: “Swisssshhhhh!” 
A shower of seawater DRENCHED 


me from the tip of my nose to the tip of my 


tail. 


INCREDIBLE! 


It was a whale! 
But what was a whale doing in the middle 


of the beach? 
Swisss 
SW 1585 Му, КС Sw ААА, 
; 5 д llar 
S NS Swissssp ц, Sr gm 'S Wise, 


ғ А РЕС ТУА %, M %, 
2 > „ 2 h o 
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Swissschhhhhht Swiss, 
S55 Shhh, 
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%, 


“She’s probably sick, or lost her sense of 
direction,” Petunia said. “We need to contact 
the marine authorities right away. They'll 
know how to get her back to the sea where 
she belongs." 


Did I mention Petunia knows a lot about 


ANIMALS and NATURE? 





WHATITOIDO: WHAT МОТ ТО DO: 













bIowho 





* 4. If «here is sun, shade the blowhole is the hole * 
4 the whale if possible so from which the spray Р 
4 that its delicate skin exits, and hou the whale * 
1 doesn't burn. breathes.) 4 
+. 5. Keep onlookers away. 5. Do ip =” u Or , 
+ 6. If possible, keep the water tne . 
. animal's tummy down, blowhole. 4 
. with its back facing ар. 6. Do not make any loud . 
۰ noise, and talk as little ” 
. as possible so as посто * 


frighten the whale. 
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Is IT STILL 
BREATHING? 


Petunia grabbed her cell phone and called for 
help. While she was squeaking, I studied 
the whale. It didn't look good. 

Then I remembered something I had heard 
about whales. The whale's skin is super 
delicate. It needs to be kept moäst at all 
times. 

I grabbed Benjamin's beach pail and filled it 
up with WATER. I poured it over the whale. 
The kids and I took turns racing back and 
forth trying to wet down the whale with 
sea water. 

But the whale was ENORMOUSE. 


Slowly, its eyes closed. 


It was no longer SPRAYING. 


My heart felt like a stale Титр of cheese. 

“Uncle Geronimo, is it still breathing?” 
Benjamin gulped. 

I wasn't sure. After all, this was the first 
whale I had ever seen up close and personal. 
“Let's hope for the best,” I said. I CROSSED 
my whiskers for good luck. 

Just as Petunia snapped her cell phone shut, 
a moonbeam lit up the whale. 


We gasped. 
"M iner edible! 








It 
ууаза 


white 


whale! 


"Oh my gosh, О!” Petunia cried. "It's 
an extremely rare 20006 humpback 


whale!” 








The humpback is a baleen whale, one of the larger 
rorqual species. Adults range in length up to 52 feet, and 
can weigh up to 79,000 pounds. The humpback is a slow 
swimmer and feeds mostly on krill* (little shellfish similar 
to small shrimp), and small fish (especially anchovies). To 
get its prey, it circles а school of fish and traps them in an 

air bubble net emitted from the blowhole that 
can be as large as 145 feet across. 


It has a thin head 
with knobs*... 









...àand is an acrobatic animal. 
When it surfaces, it can jump 
clear out of the water. This is 
called breaching*. 





















Humpbacks use their massive 
tail fins to propel themselves 
through the water. They stick 
their tail out of the water and 
into the air, swing it around, 
and then slap it on the water's 
surface, making a loud sound. 
This is called lobtailing*. 







The dorsal fin is low 
and hard, and the whale has 
a hump near its head. 

















... Humpbacks have 
two blowholes, like all 
baleen whales. 


The humpback's scientific name 
is Megaptera noveangliae, 
Megaptera means "giant wing," 
and refers to the whales' long 
front flippers, characterized also 
by lumps along their edges. 


Petunia explained that the whale was white 
because it was an albino. Albinos have no 
color to their skin because their body does 
not produce something called melanin. 

“Remember Moby Dick, the white whale in 
Herman Melville's story? He was an albino 
sperm whale,” Petunia added. ... / 
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I nodded. 

(Do you know Herman мее 
Не was an amazing writer of long ago.) 

I was still thinking about Herman Melville 
when Benjamin suggested we name our 
whale HOPE. 

“Oh, G, I hope Hope makes it,” Petunia 
whispered, SQUEEZING my paw tightly. 

I tried to agree but I could hardly breathe. 
Petunia's grip was killing me! 

Did I mention she is an extremely 


STRONG mouse? 












HERMAN 
MELVILLE 


Herman Melville was 
born in Nex York in 
1819. Left penniless 
by his father, he 
often worked as a A 
sailor on the ocean. NS ZM 
These trips inspired { Herman Me eille JA 
his first adventure € i 
novels. His greatest 
masterpiece. Moby-Dick, was published in 
1851. The story tells of a voyage on the 
whaling ship Pequod. commanded by Captain 
Ahab. The crew on the ship hunt whales, 
specifically the enormous white whale 
called Moby Dick. 

Herman Melville died in New York in 1891 
at the age of 72. 


Fired by the cry which 

seemed simultaneously 

taken up by the three look-outs, the 

men on deck rushed to the rigging to behold the 


famous whale they had so long been pursuing. Ahab 
Р 


had now gained his final perch, some feet above the 
other look-outs, Tashteso standing just beneath 
him on the cap ofthe top-gallant mast, so that the 
Indian's head was almost on à level with Ahab’s 
heel. From this height the whale was now seen some 
mile or so ahead, at every roll of the sea rev ealing 
hie high sparkling hump, and regularly jetting his 
silent spout into the air. To the credulous mariners 
it seemed the same silent spout they had so long ago 


beheld in the moonlit Atlantic and Indian Oceans. 





GooD-BYE, HOPE! 


Before long, the RESCUE TEAM arrived. 
Petunia's friend, Dr. Tina Louise Cuddlefur 
(nickname: Dr. TLC) was in charge. 

She wore a WRITE lab coat, glasses, 
and a serious expression. 

"You were right to try to keep the whale's 





skin ӘМЕТ” she said after she 
examined Hope. “But now we need 
М to give her some medicine and get 
< her back to the sea as Quickly 
as possible.” 

Petunia, Benjamin, Bugsy, and I sprang 
into action. We set up some Floodlights 
on the beach so Dr. TLC and the other vets 
could see. Then we watched as the doctors 
gave her medicine and carefully wrapped her 
body in soaking wet towels. 

At dawn, Dr. TLC decided Hope was strong 
enough to return to sea. 

We helped fasten her to floaters tied by 
STRONG but soft ropes. The ends of the 
ropes were attached to a large tugboat. When 
the doctor gave the signal, we all began to 
pull. 

The rope dug into my paws. My back 








ACHED. My shoulders BURN ЕРІ 
chewed my whiskers to keep from sobbin 9. 
After all, I didn't want to embarrass myself in 


front of Petunia. 





As soon as she was in the open sea, Hope 
dove underwater, SPLASHING the 
surface with her tail as if waving 0 ood- 


bye. 








PROJECT SAVE THE 
WHITE WHALE 


The next Monday I was back in my office in 
New Mouse City looking at pictures from my 
vacation. That's when I came up with 
a GREAT idea. I would publish a special 
edition of The Rodent's Gazette all about 
the Bay of Whales. I would write about the 
smoke and the factories. I would write 
about the ее on the beach and the 
NOISY traffic. And of course, I would 
write about the whales. 

The next day, thousands of letters poured 
in. | couldn't believe how many rodents cared 
about the Bay of Whales. Petunia, 
Benjamin, and Bugsy helped me read the 
letters. 
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“I have an idea,” said Petunia. "We could 
have The Rodent's Gazette collect signatures 
to have the Bay of Whales declared a 
protected natural marine park." 

"That's a great idea," I said. "We can call 
it Project Save the White Whale." 

The next day, I got all of my 
friends and family involved in 
the project. I asked my friend 
in advertising to help get the 


word out. | asked my lawyer 








friend to give me advice on 
collecting the signatures. I asked 
my baker friend to 
pass out cheese treats 
to everyone waiting 
in line to sign the petition. I even 
asked my aunt Sweetfur to help 
answer the phones. 

It was a FABUMOUSE 
success! 

A month later we heard back 











from the Mouse Island ENVIPONMENtAL 
PrOteCtiON AGENCY. They checked out our 
claims and decided the Bay of Whales was a 
precious treasure. 

The bay was declared a Protected Marine 
Park. 





ANYTHING Is 
POSSIBLE... 


Before long, the bay was BUSTLING with 
activity. 

. Giant purifiers were installed to clean the 
dirty seawater. All of the garbage 
was picked up from the beach. And the 
factories that POLLUTED the air with their 
TOXIC fumes were shut down. 

The center of the town at the Bay of Whales 
was closed to cars. And a small museum was 
built by the water, where visitors could view 
all kinds of MARIMS LIES. 

Best of all, Miss Sweetcakes went back to 
running Whales and Tails by the Sea. 

I was happy the bay was back to the way I 
remembered it when I was little. 


I started taking vacations there again. As 
soon as I finished work, I headed down to 
the bay for the Weekend. Soon all of my 
friends and family were joining me — my 
sister, Thea, my cousin Trap, and my friend 
Hercule Poirat. 





Everyone foved the beaches and the whales 
and dolphins enjoyed the attention. They 
JUMPED and DOYE into the sea, 
waving their fins at the crowd. 

One weekend, Petunia joined me. We had a 
great time watching the whales from a boat, 
partly because whales are so fascinating, and 
partly because I took Seasitkness pills 
before we left the dock. 

I still haven't told Petunia that I like her. 
But someday I will. After all, if I can help 
save a white whale, ADV TONG is 
POSSIBLE! 








What are YOU 
deing te help the 


envirenment? 






You, too, ean give 
a little or a lot to help 
save the planet! 









CETACEAN ACTIVITIES 


BREACHING: This is 
a complete (or almost 
complete) flip of 

the cetacean's 

body out of the 
water. 


FLUKING: When 
à cetacean raises 
its tail out of the 
water as it begins 
a dive. 


FLIPPER-SLAPPING: 
When а cetacean 
energetically raises 

and slaps its pectoral 

fin on the water's surface. 


LOBTAILING: A cetacean activity 

in which the animal sticks 

its tail out of the water 

and into the air, swings it 

around, and then slaps it on 

the water's surface while the rest of 
the body stays immersed in water. 





On the return trip from the Bay of Whales. 
Petunia taught us an awesome game. Benjamin 
and Bugsy discovered that they had learned quite 
a lot about whales. thanks to this fabumouse 
adventure. You can play this game. too! 


Did You See a Whale in 
the Middle of the Sea? 


This is a Fun game but it requires a lot of 
Concentration and good memory. You need at 
least two players. The first player says, "] sau a 
whale in the middle of the sea..." and the second 
жез player repeats what the first player said and adds 
a phrase that Can then be added to by another 
person. The third player repeats the entire 
sentence and adds a few more words, and so on. 


For example: 
y First person: “1 saw a whale in the middle of 


A the sea...” 
Second person: “1 saw a whale in the middle of 
% the sea and it had а long fin...” 


Third person: "] saw a whale in the middle of 
the sea and it had a long fin and it was white...” 


CR Whoever makes a mistake in remembering the 
entire sentence is out Of the game. The MA 
y winner is the one that lasts the longest. 


How ecologica], 








* Take this quiz to see if you know the best way 
to act to help the environment! 


S 11 What should you do with a magazine 
you don't want anymore? 

a) Throw it in a recycling bin. 

b) Throw it on the ground. 

c) Throw it in a Dumpster. 


What's the most ecologically friendly 
way to cool your house down in the 


summer? 
м a) Turn the air conditioner on full blast. 


b) Install a ceiling fan that consumes little energy 
but cools the air. 


c) Keep the refrigerator door open, so at least it's 
cool in the kitchen! 


Yo Ж x 
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[3] То recycle means . 

a) To throw objects away BR they're not in use 
or no longer needed. 

b) To reuse objects to reduce the 
consumption of raw materials and 
minimize pollution 

с) To hide objects you no longer need 
in your basement. 


% 


% 





How should you clean up after a 
party? 

a) Throw the glass bottles, plastic plates and cups, 
napkins, and leftover food all into one big trash 
bag. 

b) Hide everything under the bed! 

c) Sort the trash according to type, putting 
glass, paper, plastics, and food leftovers 
in separate containers according to your 


city's recycling instructions. = 
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nf Meet е д 
CREEPELLA VON CACKLEFUR, 


‚Gere Mellon, have a lot of mouse 

friends, but none as spooky as my friend > 

CREEPELLA VON CACKLEFUR! She is an & 

enchanting and MYSTERIOUS mouse 1 

with a pet bat named Bitewing. | 

YIKEs! I’m a real mouse, but 

even I think CREEPELLA and her family are 
fascinating. | can’t wait for 

you to read all about CREEPELLA in these 

fa-mouse-ly funny and spectacularly <Œ 


spooky tales! 
а i af LU 
» Geronimo Stiltor (E) Y бео Sti 


CREEPELLA VON Cac LEFUR, 7 mc MAS 


E THIRTEEN MEET ME IN 
HORRORWOOD 


^ #1 THE THIRTEEN GHOSTS #2 MEET ME IN HORRORWOOD 





Dont 
miss these 


very special 
editions! 





THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 









THE QUEST FOR THE AMAZING 
PARADISE: VOYAGE: 
THE RETURN TO THE THE THIRD ADVENTURE 
KINGDOM OF FAN IN THE KINGDOM 
ur OF FANTASY «e 
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ann Dear mouse friends, 


Thanks for reading, and farewell 
till the next book. 

ІСІ! be че ilias isker-licki 

avenue i hat hat’s a promise! 
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